Seeing the bright light of Heaven, Glad of heart and fearing naught 1 shall spend my days on earth; How can I tell of that lovely light Beyond compare, like wisdom true !
The pure effulgence of the peerless sun ! Ah, who can hymn its praise on earth ? Sweet grows the tongue as it fondly speaks Of the joyous light of the beauteous moon, And the heart in grace doth melt !
My heart shall be oned with Kaali for ever: Puissance like that of the Sun of God, Glorious praisB from kings of earth, A strength like that of the terrible yali. For ever a mind where joy abides, Thou shouldst grant me. Mother mine ! Sempiternal may thy Grace endure I mind's Empyrean, wisdom's sun shall ascer
